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“Your Aunt Busan wus n remarkable
woman, Miss Molly,” sald the luwyer,
looking keenly at the blnck gowned
young woman before him, "and we
must therefore not be surprised that
she should have made a remarkable
will”  He tapped n folded document
that lay on the table,

“I am quite sure Aunt Busan huw
made n wiso disposition of her propor
ty. 1 only wish she bhad been mpared
longer to enjoy IL" sald Molly Fancher,
her pretty eyes red from weeping

“"An you are the only relative Misw
Wood had, and as your name I the
only one mentioned In her will, T may
a8 woll proceed (o make you acqualnt:
ed with Ity contents. Ahem!” The
lawyer unfolded the document and
held it closo to hls spectacled oyes as
he read slowly und Impressively:

\ “I glve abd bequeath all the property
i of which 1 may dio possossed, as por

Atems below, to my beloved niece, Mary
/ Wood Fanclier, ou conditlon that she

doos pot become the wife of Ralph

Newcomb, If the"—

“Stop, please,” sald Molly quletly
Bhe bad arlsen and now stood, with
pale face und flashing eyes, beside bim
“You pesd not finlsh reading the will,
Mr. Jones., ‘The conditions are pre
posterous. 1 ¢an hardly belleve that
my dear Auut Susan could bove askel
wsuch a thing of me. SBhe koew of )
engagement 1o Mr, Neweoth and sane
tloned It Bhe welcomed Llm lnto the
famlly a8 a son and” bubs choked
her utterance, and she pressod a hand
kerchilef to her trembiling Hps,

“Proy compose yourself, Miss Mol
Iy," sald the perturbed lawyer., “As |

[ sald before, your Auat Susan was o
remurkable woman, gl

“The will ennnot luterest we now,”
wuld Miss Foaucher geavely, “1 intend
1o marry Mr, Newcomb ot the appoint
ed tUme, and you way follow out the
terms of the will-whatever they are,
How soon will It be vecessury for me
1o vacate the house?"

“Not under six months, as a geuer
ous lncowe ls provided for that period,
lu case you refuse to cowply with the
conditions of the will, Miss Wood has
left o senled document In my bands
which definitely disposes of the estate,”

Molly bowed soberly, *1 think my
sunl wust have concenled some proju
dice ugninst Mr, Newcomb, 1 hope
1 am sorry”— Her volee faltered ngaln,

“You are sure you are not making o
mistake, Miss Molly? Pardon me, but
It Is o large estate—about a milllon,”

"1 don't cure If It Is ten milllons"” re
torted Molly, Indignntion drylug ler
tears, “1 would pot barter my love for
any amount.” Bbe blushed warmly ns
she wet the lawyer's honest, admiring
glance and drew down bor black vell
“Good afterboon, Mr, Jones, 1 aw
guite sure you wlill execute wy nuul's
last wishes In the same consclentivuag
manner that you have always handled
ber Interests,” A moment later she
bnd passed from the bullding and en-
tered her walling carriage.

When she entered the sober, old
fasbloned mension thet bad been the
bhome of Susan Wood for half a8 con
tury and which had been her own
birthplace Molly Fancher's overstrain.
ed nerves guve way for the first time

the lingering Wllopess of Miss

wiuce
&mul had resulted In her death a
wk before,

fu spite of the old lawyer's repented
requests that she should bear the terms

of her auot's will the grief stricken

girl bnd refused admittance to Mr.

3 Jones untll this morning, whan she
\ knd roused hergelt from her sorrow
nnd mode ready to take wpon herself

{ the responsibllities that she bad been

' taught to belleve would be hers after

Miss Wood's death.

| The reading of the will was a shock
- to her. The loss of the Inheritance
was a8 nothing compared to the knowl-
edge thot ber nunt had secretly clier-
jshed a dislike If not a distrust of
Ralph Newcomb, Molly's accepted lov-
er. It was thls thought that rankled
in the girl's mind all that long after
noon while she awalted his coming In
| the evening,

“Dear heart," be cried cheerlly as he
entered the drawing room, “if you shut
yourself up In this gloomy house much
longer without companionship save
that of Mrs. Rogers, why, I shall"—
He paused as he turned her face to the
goft light of the lamp, “Bomething un-
penil has happened, Molly, Tell me
what it 1s."

fhe smiled bravely at him and stilled
her trembling llps. “I have been to
hear Aunt Susan's will read,” she said
slowly.

! “Well?” Molly found herself lsten-
|’ ing for some note of anxlety or even
uousual interedt In his tone as he ask-
od the question that he had always
necorded when riches was a tople of
i conversation, and she sighed relievedly.
i “She leaves everything to me—econdl
| tionnlly."
i “And the conditions?”
! “That I do not marry youl!" The
softly wuttered words startled him
wirangely, Hls arms loosened thelr
Aold upon her and dropped to his sides.

“You ¢annot meant it. There must be
some mistake, Molly," he sald gravely;
“Miss Wood surely did not distrust the
quality of my love for yon. It s very
strange.”

“I can ecarcely belleve it of Aunt
Stsan,  but, Ralpb, dear, I am xnot
afraid of poverty, and you are poor—

/

b 1 will be poor with you, and wi
Wil Hve ln that delightrul studlo bolld
fng!"

Newcomb gathered her lnto his arms

tendetly.  "You huve made your de
clslon ¥ he nnked,

n‘-l.':u

“Do you kpow what you ure glving
“p?u

“I nm only sorry that I am bringlng
you nothing but love, denr," she sald
enrnestly,

“We can got along on that,” he sald
grimly, “with o few little added frilly
In the way of meat and drink that i
may be nble to worry out of the edl
tors, but=It len't fair to you, darling-
to leave all this” He looked aboul
the rlchly furnished room and then
back Into her eyes. i

“You cannot belleve that 1 really
love you, Hulph,” sbe murmured pro
tontingly.

“lI do now, sweetheart,” bLe mald,
kisslug her lips reverently, and then,
a fow wmomonts later, be added, I
shall prove my trust In your love,
Molly—will you mgrry me at once-—
this week 1

“You, Kalph,” she sald.

. L) L ] L] L] . L

It wan perhaps six months later that
Lawyer Jones mounted the last Jong
step fiight of stalrs that led to the
Eyrle, as Ralph Newcomb called his
studlo apartment. He looked about
the bare, uncompromising hall that
could not be diguified by the name of
corridof and then rapped smartly on
the door In front of him,

Molly opened the door—the same
Molly who had never lifted a dalnty
finger In  household matters. Her
brown halr was In sweet confusion
nbout her pink cheeks and the sleeve.
of her linen frock were pushed above
her elbows, A great gingham apron
enveloped her sllin figure,

Bhe welcomed him with all her old
charm of manner and usbered him fnto
n long, many gabled room, where
Ralph Newcomb sat pale and wenry
uyed before n glowling fire,

“My hosband has been very 11.,” sald
Molly serfously as the men shook
bhands cordially. *He has been work.
Ing too hard and- But he Is so much
better now. It has been o most trylng
slege for him." Her red lips closed
firmly, and the old lawyer guessed at
the unuttered story that lay bebind
those lips. A gllmpse of the bare stu-
dio, the remaius of a very slmple meal,
a portfollo of dmwiogs on a chalr, over
the back of which was thrown Molly's
coat and hat-it all spoke of poverty,
and the gort of poverty that perhaps
Is hardest to bear.

The thought of lovely Molly Fancher
trudging the streets o and out of edi-
torlal offices with a portfolio of draw-
ings and never losing her bright, brave
smile of hope and sweet content stirmed
the lawyer strangely.

“l bhave come to Inform you of the
final disposition of your late aunt's for-
tune,” he sald rather gruMy, adjusting
his eyeglasses and taking an envelope
from his pocket.

“I don't Lelleve we are Interested io
that,” remarked Ralph smilingly. “Mlss
Busan gave us our knockout blow sev-
eral months age. You certalnly haven't
come to glont over us, Mr. Jones? Eh,
Molly 7

Bhe laughed softly, *We are awfully
poor, but we are llkewlse awfully hap-
py, Mr, Jones, Poor Aunt Busan didn't
know"'—

“My dear young people,” Interrupted
the lawyer gravely, "Ml Wood did
konow, In her youth sbe chose between
love and riches, and she preferred the
latter, and except for her little nieco
she was u very lonely and unhappy
woman. She gave Miss Molly the
same cholee, not that she distrusted
elther of you, but she did want you
both to be sure of each other's love."
He paused and cleared his throat as he
rustied the document. “I will read: °1
give and bequeath my entlre estate to
be equally divided Dbetween Ralph
Newcomb aund his wife, Molly Fancher
Newcomb' "'

“Poor Aunt Busan! 1 misjudged her
80," cried Molly contritely when they
had recovered from thelr amarement.
“But I love to think that she had such
faith in us both, after alll We have
been very happy, Ralph, dear, even If
we have been poor.” Bhe moved to her

hugband’'s side and slipped her hand In |

his.

“We will never be any happler,” he
sald solemuly,

Mr, Jones paused when he reached
the lower entrance of the studio bulfld-
Ing and lelsurely lighted a cigar, “Very
wise for n woman—Miss Wood—very
wise, Indeed,” he sald thoughtfully.

Winning the Bet.

A London werchant who had a
rather ruddy complexion, after “dolng™
Glasgow, had some time to walt for
his train at 8t. Enoch station and be-
thought himueelf of a little joke.

“What v the name of this station,
my good fellow 7' he asked of a porter.

“8t. Enoch statlon, sir"

A few minutes lnter he met the same
porter and sald:

“What did you eall this station, por-
ter "

“Bt. Enoch's! Dae ye no see the
name abune the hotel theref"

Just then the traln came in, and our
English friend got comfortably seated
in a third class samoker along with a
few more passengers.

“These rallway officlals are about
the worst. They can't be civil” re-
marked the Londoner.

“That's a confounded lee” sald n
Scotch farmer.

“Well,"” sald the Londoner, “T'll bet
five bob I don't get & clvil answer from
the first porter 1 ask a question of."

“Done!" replied the old farmer.

Looking out, he spled his porter and,
beckoning him over, asked In his most
polite tone:

‘Would youn kindly tell me the name
of this station, porter?’

“Qang awa', ye bacon faced buffer!
Pit yer daft heid In!" was the anawer,
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Judge Banford was hearing s case In
the — munleipnl court.  The witness
in the chalt had just been sworn n,
glving her full nnme as Lida Graves
Russell Rtoe, counsel Tor the plalotil
and an old friend of the Graves fam
fly, band nsked ber to tell just what she
liad secn regordivg the accldent when
Mr, Brown had beéen run down by a
large ved tourlng car some two monthy
before, e osked n fow direct ques
tlons and then turned hor over to the
lawyer for the other slde.

Hugo Holland, counsel for the owner
of the nutomoblle, hesltated about put:
ting this lovely girl on the ruek of
cross examivation, nod when ber greal
hls eyes looked helplessly into his be
nlmost felt the case was lost.

“"What did you suy your nime was?"
nsked Holland, floundering about for a
lending question,

“Lida Groves," replled the witness,

“What do you do for a livellbood?"
followed up Holland.

#1ll or not, my denr Mr, Roe," sld
Iddn. "1 slmply cannot; I have au
sther engngement.”

“Bxactly!" suog out Roe, with a trl
umphant alr,  “With the lawyer for
the other side; with that mean, de
spleable litle Holland; a may wh
stoopi to accuse women of untruth; »
man who stoops to sleal withesses; u
thilef, n"—

“I refuse 1o |lsten to you, Mr. Roe'
finred Lldn, nnd she turned and lef:
Roe 1o hiy wicker chalr to finish hi-
clgar In wolltude.

Roo's face did not take on a ver
disconsolate look. Indeed, n casuni
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observer would have snid it was over
spread with a look of absolute contenr |
ment,  And luter [o the ntlernun;.|
when he saw Lida Graves and his best
friend, HMugo Holland, making thel
way toward the wharf the expression |
of Hoe's fuce was still ‘that of gres:
salisTaction, l

Eego pulled a fine stroke, and ther
pwung luto the little cove In a shor
time. The twilight shadows fell aboul
them and conversation had lagged
Letting the boat drift slowly where
the tide chose to take ft, Hugo leaned
forward nnd gazed luto his compan-
for's face. ;

“ILet's ploy court,” suggested Hol-
land,

“All right” agreed Lida. “I'll be
the judge”
“Not at all,” remonstrated Hugo.

*“You've had no experience in that line,
You will be the witness 1o the chair.”
“Well, all right. But what are you

Lida furned to the kindly faced
Judge ns If for explanation, and’ over
his face came o sintater smile. |

“He means are you a working
wowan? explaioed the judge. Then,
turning to Holland, bhe scowled and |
contlnued: “I wish the counsel would |
stop this tomfoolery and ask questions |
pertaining to the case. Miss Graves
Is & Indy of lelsure—a bllnd man could
sedf that. Cowe, come,” nnd he rapped |
the desk with his gavel. |

“You tnke nn oath, do you, that the |
chuuffeur did not sound the bhorni" |
suld Holland, |

“Yes," nuswered the witness, -

“You swear o that, do you?" reiter-
ntedd the lawyer, !

“How many times do you want the !
witness to repeat that statement? in-
terposed Hoe for the other side. {

This started a warfure of objectlons
nnd exceptions,
the judge becnme lnvolved In legnl
technicalities, Holland asking one
question und Roe objecting, the judge

The lawyers Indulged In personalities
and the judge pounded for order.
Quilet aguin relgned in the courtroom,

“From the evidence before me, |
render n verdiet in favor of Mr. Brown,
the plalntiff, for £1,000, The court will
take & recess until 2 o'clock,” announc-
el the judge,

Half an hour later Lida Graves and
her mald entered a fashionable restay-
rant, secured a fable In a cool corner
of the room and ordered a light lunch-
eon, Bbe had come into town at the
enrnest plea of old Mr. Brown, whom

car and bad testified In his behalf,

who bhalf an hour ago had been so per-
sonal in thelr rematks, to each other.
The “pinheaded Idiot" and the “lantern

to bury thelr diferences In a friendly
meal.  Mr. Roe eaught hopeye and In
a few moments came up to her table.

over to mpet you under more favorable
clreumstances ™ he asked.

some spirlt. “Thai man s a brute

stund.” .

“Oh, well, that's all In the business,
vou kpow, Miss Lida,"” soothed Roe.
“He was pald to do that™

“What do you mean—a wan recelves

money to accuse n woman of”—

Roe saw that his arguments were fu-
[ tile and returned to his friend. Lida
tinlghed her luncheon and took the train
for Iinden Beach, where the Graves
family was spending the summer at @
fashlonable hotel,

Sauntering around the broad plazzas
the following Sunday morning she met
face to face the two lawyers, and it
was Inevitable that she must meet the
brutal Mr. Holland. Despite her aver-
slon to the man who had cross exan-
ined hers she had to yleld to the charm
of his genial manners,

“l say, Miss Graves,” he began,
“wo're golng to appeal that case, you
know."

Lida smilled.

“What case?' she nsked.

“Why, my cage; that is, your case."
stammered Holland,

"They looked around for Mr. Roc
but he had disappeared to let them
fight It out alone, and when, several |
hours Iater, he passed them comforta- |
bly settled In o rustic seat under the |

be more persuasive out of court than
In It

Weeks bad slipped by, and one|
bright S8unduy morning found Russell
Ioe in his white flannels and Lida in)
ber dalutlest of summer frocks argu- |
Ing In the sun parlor, 1I

“Hut, Miss Lida, it's rank injustice,”
he was saying, “It's the meanest kind
of a trick to go over to the other side. |
I never would have classed you with
the tealtors.”

“But I'm not a traltor," anﬂvermip
Lida, blushing, “1 think lawyers ou
the whole, and one or two individually,
are o mean lot. Why, thelr whole |
stock In trade seems to be calling pen-|
ple horrld names. Mr, Holland  ac- |
cnsed me of prevaricating, and now]
you tarn about and call me a traltor.” °

“Well, will you go rowing with me
ihis afternoon or won't you' asked
Roe, with a nomewhat legal tone,

“It s not a qguestion of whethar I

|jﬂdl!. the jury and the lawyer for

[land. Then, looking directly at Lida,

The two lawyers and 1'

seemingly sustalning all objections. |

Bipping ler fced tea, she glanced |
about the room and, to her surprise, at | and then, with a merry twinkle In her | in the same watch on their graduating
o nearby table saw the two lawyers |hlg eyes, she sald, “Plesse lot me be | cruise and when the ship touched at

| On a first night at the B— theater, |

IUf a friend.

golng to be? asked Lida, somewhat
bewlldered,

“Oh," sald Holland, with great au-
thority, “I'll be all the rest. I'm the

both sides. Now, you're on the stand
and under onth, remember.”

“Promise you won't ask me how old
I am nor what I do for a Hviog"
lnughed Lida.

“l am now talking to the judge.” he
began, and, turming to an imaginary
figure, he continued: "You see the ac-
cused, Hugo Lawrence Holland, is des-
perately in love with the plaintiff, Lida
Gl‘lm-"

“Oh, Mr. Holland,” interrupted Lida,
“I really do not think"—

“Order In the court,” roared Hol-

bhe sald, “Will you listen to this suit

of Holland for your heart and hand?”
Lida laughed. The situation was ir-

resistible.

| "It secms that I must—whether 1
will or not.”

“The one bad feature of the case is

 the existence of & two legged beast,”
continued Holland—-"one Russell Roe."”
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HAD TWO MORE PLATES.

#nd Felt They Baved the Honor of the
American Navy.

Every grodunting class at Annapolis

Looking directly at the witness, he
said, “Do you love this monstrosity?” |

“Certalnly not,” psserted Lida.

The entire court seemed greatly re-
leved.

“On your onth?" added Holland.

“On my oath," repeated Lida.

“And—-and"— The counsel seemed
to hesitate. He had lost his grip In
some muanner, Floally, after muoch
halting, he asked:

“And this man, this one Hugo Hol-

' least little DI
Lida looked at him for & moment,

[ the judge—just for & minute?”
[ "All right' sald Holland as he
! gripped an oar for support,

| manner, 1 think this case should be
settled out of court. It seems to me
[that the plaintif and the defendant

without the nld of outside parties.”
Hugo now gripped both oars and

| race with his life at stake. They were

|even more direct, for Lida was'in
| Hugo's arms and her face was very
iclos@ to his,

| Angler's Bitter Memories.

| Although angling bas been and still
|18 one of the chief delights of my life,
|sonml1lng bitter always arises when 1
!th!nk of wmy fshing experiences.
| Taught from my earliest years to han-
|dle & rod and throw a fly, it has never
| theless never been my good fortune to
grass o really big fish. On the other
hand, some of the greatest duffers, so
| far as angling goes, 1 have ever known
have “wiped my
at salmon fishing, Only a year or two
|sloce I hod a friend staying with me
lat Dupplin castle, who, to the best of

| my belief, had never before handled
(& salmon rod or any kind of rod In his

life. But almost at the first cast—if

| one could dignify the action by such a

name—he rose, hooked and eventually
grassed n forty pounder, Another
!friend, nlso a most indifferent fisher-
'man, killed single handed a -plendldl
|fish that went all but fifty pounds.
But I, who have given years to the
game, have never seen my spring bal-
nnce tally more than thirty-one pounds. |
—HBarl of Kinnvull in M. A, P.

trees Roe declded that Holland must | |

The Comedian's Wit.

a well known comedlan once displayed
remarkable presence of mind. He was
nlone on the stage and was supposad
to be expecting anxlously the arrival

“He comes!” he exclaimed, looking
off on the left. “Joy! I had been
awnlting him so impatiently.”

At this cue his friend entered—on the
vight! Some one had blundered—but
who? There was no time for hesita-
tion, and the veteran player's ready
wit came to his atd.

“8ly dog!" he mald jocosely to the
newly arrived. "You thought to take
me by surprise, but [ saw you in the
looking glass youder!"

This brought down the house, though
the audience had been on the point of
hiselng the very palpable blunder the
friend had made.~London Hit-Bita,

eye" time and again |

leaves behind It the fame of certaln
berves In the line of physical prowess
| or mental endeavor. One of these he-
| roes was George Dewey, a fine, manly.
| athletic youth, the pride of the boxing
{and fenelng masters and the terror of
| all builles, :

In Dewey's class was a youth of an
excellent bent for applied mathematics.
but so tender of physique that he often
suffered from the rough horseplay of

#he had seen Injured by the touring land, do, you care for him—just the | hiselders. Dewey took the boy under his

protection, and the two became fast
friends. They swung thelr bummocks

| Liverpool obtalned permission to ruu
| ap to London on a day’s leave, By
| “lzld economy the two bhad scraped to-

Jawed antforney” had evidently declded | “Ahem,” began Lida with judlelary | 2ether a little more than €2 apiece, and

| they landed in the English eapital ar-
| ruyed in spirk and span new uniforms.
A round of sightseeing had reduced

“May 1 brivg my friend Mr. Holland | can make satisfactory arrangements | thelr combined eapital to 2 sovereigns

lund thelr return tickets when thelr
| boyish appetites announced tbe hour of

“Yon may not,” answered Lida with | rowed 25 If he had entered a varslty | noon.

With the eauntlons economy of his an.

Why, Mr. Roe, e accused me of—=well. | on share In the twinkling of an eye, | cestors the Scotsman suggested & chop-
of netually telling an untruth on the gud the testimony given there was | house, but nothing but the best would

|sult Dewey, and he accordingly steer-

|od his chum into the finest hotel he
| conld find.
| The two seated themselves at one of
the tables and scanned the menu with
a4 magnificent air. The first item that
canght thelr eyes was strawberrles and
cream, and this, with its reminiscence
of home, they proceeded to order.
Now, the time was winter, and
strawberrles from the hothouse are ex-
pensive in London, so it was small
wonder that the other guests who had
learned the order looked Inquiringly at
these specimens of the jeunesse dorec
| of the American navy. An Oxford lad
| who sat next them seemed particular-
[ly impressed and turned his large eyes
|upon them with awe. The strawber-
I rlgs were good, and all went well untll
| the obsequlous waiter returned with a
bill for £1. The Scotsman nearly col-
Iapsed, but Dewey noticed the eyes of
the Oxonian upon him and, turning su-
perbly to the walter, ordered twe more
plates.

| The middies left with empty pock-

ets, but haughtily consclous that they

| had saved the honor of the Amerlean
| navy,

AN ANCIENT HIGHWAY.

England's Great North Road Is Twe
Thousand Years Old.

Before we reached Hatfield, a few

'miles out of London, we had already
[been impressed with the magnificenc:

of this Great North road, which is
said to have been bullt by a Mr. Cae-
sar, whose headquarters were in Rome
at the time. Tt {5 the direct route
from London to Edinburgh and has
been traveled for so many centurles
that the earllest historfes of England
contaln accounts of the movement of
troops upon It. It Is a great thorough-
fare for vehicles of all sorts, motor
Ists and cyclists, and In thiese modern
days there are well worn footpaths
along either side for pedestrians. We
passed scores of motors, aud [ was
told while in England that the popu-
larlty of motoring had noticeably di-
minished the number of first class
travelers by rail. - We found the road
for Ita eotire length of 400 miles In
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thick. Long sections
olled, and on no part
any appreciable smount
are few sharp curves,
are so slight that It
great thoroughfare for speeders,
the result that there are many police
traps for which one has to watch, We

Just where the traps were located—as.
for instance, they told us at Bigles
wade, which is a better looking place
than its name, to look out for traps
just the other side of Buckden and
again in approaching Weston.: -Frank
Presbrey In Outing Magazine,

Fully Equal.

Aunt Mandy fs an old colored womaa
who for years has done washing for
several East Orange families. She hag
had several matrimonial experiences,
and when ber last husband died one
of her customers attempted to condole
with ber.

“l was very eorry to hear of your
busband’s death, Aunt Mandy," she
sald

“Ya'as, ma'am,” sald Aunt Mandy.
{ “He was a pow'ful good man.” - |
| “What did he die of?" :

“Al really don't know, ma'am.”™

“You don't know! Gracious! Couldn't
the doctor tell you?" ;

“Ab didn't bave no doctah, ma'am,”
said Aunt Mandy. “He jes done died
a natch'ral death.”

It wasn't long, however, before Aunt
Mandy had another husband.

“T hear you are warried agaln" ve-
marked her patron one day.

“Ya'as, ma'am" giggled Aunt
Mandy. *“Abh was done married las*
Sunday."

“And is your new husband equal te
the last?

“Ya'as, indeedy, ma'am.” safd Aunt
| Mandy. “He's Jes as equal If not
equaler.”—~New York Times,

Division of Labor:

“What do you want here ¥ asked the
warden of the penltentiary.

“I should like to spend a few days
In this Institutlon,” said the caller,

“What for?"

“T wish to see how the Inmates live.”

“What Is your object in that? Are
you writing a book?"

“Not at all.” R
“Detective story?” s £
“Nothing of the sort.” ¥

“Story for the SBunday papers?™
“No, sir” Py
The warden reflected.

“I suppose,” he sald, “you are what
they call a sociologist.”

“No, sir.” said the caller, “But my
brother Is, All T do I8 to study the
conditions, He formulates the theo-
ries,"—Chicago Tribune,
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Practice Throwing, Says Kling.
Catcher Johnny Kling of the Ohicage
Nationals mekes a good polnt. Hes
wonders why outflelders in tha pre-
limlnary work don't practios throwing

No man prospers In this world by
Iluck unless it be the luck of getting up
eqrly, working hand and maiotaining
honor and integrity. —Bescher.

Agalnst God's' wrath no ecastls W
thunder proof.—Spanish Proverb,
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Those who kuow the road
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